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For Gladstone 


This is not dedicated to a figure of political or historical significance 
but to a lovable and rather portly cat who, when he died, 
left a considerable gap in our lives. 


Why Gladstone? 


This was a question we were asked often enough when we 
presented a fluffy kitten of amazing prettiness. 
Anyone who had met his sire would not have asked... 


His father was a full Persian of champion repute, large and 
full of a sense of his own importance. He was also rather 
cross-looking; it seems a well-defined scowl was just what 
Gladstone lacked to make him a champion — because he 
came well-equipped with a pedigree unmatched by any of 
his owners! He was large, grey and whiskery enough when 
he was older to justify his name, butas for his disposition 
we often called him, simply, Gladly. 
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Getting himself stuck up a tree was not, in his case, afeline 
trick to gain attention buta genuine inability to appreciate 
that what goes up must come down, and not, necessarily, 
bottom first, flailing wildly at trunk and branches in a de- 
scent as undignified as it was ungainly. Nor did being stuck 
perforce mean sitting helpless but still cute on a branch. 
It usually meant hanging ignominiously from the branch by 
two desperately clinging front paws with a great weight 
of dangling posterior about to prove the irrefutability of 
the law of gravity. And when he eventually dropped like 
a stone, no-one had ever explained to him that cats always 
land on their feet. 


We were somewhat baffled therefore by his prowess as a 
hunter. As far as birds were concerned we suspected him 
of falling off branches and flattening his prey by accident 
rather than design. Not all the birds he caught, we reason- 
ed, could have been blind cripples afflicted with deafness, 
and the sheer displacement of air, as that enormous hulk 
of fur charged up the garden, must have given ample warn- 
ing to any bird that didn’t fall into that category. We had, 
| should point out, eschewed collars with bells, being un- 
convinced of his ability to avoid hanging himself in one of 
his tree-climbing escapades. 

He presented us more laudably with many rats caught 
in the churchyard next door to us. And not all of them 
were still alive! 
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Having imperceptibly inhaled his own enormous meal, he 
would move in, if unchecked, on our other cat's dish. He 
would literally close his eyes to her outraged clouts while 
he wolfed down whatever she had not managed to eat in 
the race to dispose of at least some of what was rightfully 
hers, before he had demolished what was rightfully his. 

When it came to thieving, he was truly amoral. It was 
simply impossible to instil in him a sense of wrong-doing. 
If there was food, it was surely meant for him — whether 
it was the Christmas turkey or the quick snack you were 
about to eat before he did! Hurt surprise at our annoyance 
or even fury was his invariable reaction, He had tremend- 
ous charm, and he relied absolutely, and with good reason, 
on that stock-in-trade. 
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You tipped the scale at eighteen pounds 
But when you moved, 
Long silver hair all floating 
Soft body undulating, 
Your avoirdupois you disproved 
And showed that grace in fat cats still abounds. 


His saving grace was that his appetite for food 


was matched by his appetite for loving. 


Late afternoon he appeared, from whatever basket — his 
own or the other cat’s— or dog's kennel, or large pottery 
bowl, he had decided to spend the day in, and demand aff- 
ection. His timing was based originally, of course, on the 
children’s arrival home from school, but he failed to notice 
that the pattern changed as the children grew up and went 
different ways. 

Around four o'clock was his time for loving, as surely 
as he knew when meal-times were, and he demanded both 
loudly and unmistakably. And when you picked him up, 
you could never have wished for a more rewarding lump 
of rapturous, purring cat to cuddle. 


ona vet's oper. 


And none of us had realised how ill he'd been. The only 
member of the family at home during the last week of his 
nine year life, was on night duty, and rather preoccupied 
with her own tiredness. She shared with the rest of us an 
overwhelming sense of remorse, a miserable feeling that 
we had failed him when he needed us most. 


And with quiet treachery | lost my heart to them. But so 

that my betrayal should not be absolute, | have made this 

book... for myself, for my family and, more importantly, 
for Gladstone. 
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